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Some people collect stamps while others ly farm equipment. He dusted off this alfalfa. The two American shire draft 
coins or baseball trading cards. Hal Wing McCormick-Deering mower — circa 1890 horses also pull other pieces of his 
of Springville is into antiques — specifical- — earlier this week to cut five acres of collection which numbers more than 30. 
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Brigham Murdoch family and friends hauling hay 
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edem th BA house just as you enter 
i tes in a little cul- de- -sac 


hay wagon. It has to be pre-World War 
П and even pre-Depression era, since it was 
never refitted with rubber tires to replace 
the ‘wooden ones that still give it a sense of 
weathered majesty. 

Objects of the past disappear so subtly 
that we seldom notice they are gone. Then, 
oo otal a hile you come across something 

of character with the times that 
en with a wave of awareness. 
e hay wagon I saw the other day. 
parked one of those Bi of awareness. 


being careful to avoid the next mass of itchy 
ideas and the sharp tines of the pitch- 
ork. 

Irecall triumphant rides from the fields 
back to the barn atop the teetering load, 
swaying back and forth in a rhythmic scene 
of empowerment. 

Somehow, the wagon recalls an image de- 
scribed to me of a tragic moment in my 
grandfather's life, out in the field with my 
Uncle LeGrand and Elwood. They were just 
boys then, loading corn stalks on the wagon 
when the polio virus or whatever it was hit 
Grandpa with a force so hard that he col- 
lapsed like a sack of potatoes. 

They pulled him in under the comforting 
shade of the hay wagon, out of the rays of 
the merciless sun, and finally were able to 
get him up onto the wagon for the long trip 
back to the house — the beginning of a long 
journey into darkness, full of doctors and 
long months in bed. He was later fitted with 
a full leg brace that allowed him to walk 


again, But for the rest of his life, for all the 
time I would know him, he dragged his foot 
and swung it forward with each step, like a 
bothersome burden, a burden that in the end 
forced him to sell the farm and buy the little 
bungalow in American Fork where we vis- 
ited on Sundays. 

Looking at this old wagon, I notice that 
the wooden wheels are so old and fragile 
that if you tried to pull it very far they would 
quickly crumble and cave in clear to the ax- 
les. Reminds me of Grandpa’s struggle and 
my own mortality, 

I think I'll keep track of the old wagon out 
behind the new subdivision. 1 am curious 
how long it will last with its rear flank ex- 
posed the way it is now. The sound of nail 
guns and the clattering of concrete forms 
will be a fairly familiar sound out there now 
for the next few years. 

Before you know it, that corner of pasture 
will have been transformed into a cluster of 
yards with fledging maples and concrete 
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sidewalks, lawns and honey locust trees, and. 
the sound of power mowers filling the air of 
early evening. 

Grandpa, I hear you walking along the 
sidewalk toward the back of your bungalow 
in American Fork, with a clarity more famil- 
iar and emphatic than when you were here | 
before the storm and the fond farewells, be- | 
fore the demise of your generation of hay 
wagons slowly crumbling away in the high 
weeds. . ("NA 

© Note: Two weeks after writing this, T 
drove into the subdivision and glanced up | 
toward the hay wagon. Already (ће рој — - 
where it had been was vacant. Immediately I. 
began to wonder where it had gone. Who 
had taken it, and why? Had it been seen asa | 
pile of weathered junk, ог an article of value | 
to be refitted and renewed as the antique it 
really had become with time? 

Dennis Smith is an artist and writer living in 
Highland, Utah County. 


teLoading the Bundle Wagon,” 
Below, an oil on canvas by A.D. 
Shaw, is one of the many strik- 
ing artworks to be shown at 
Park City's Saguaro Gallery. B3 3 
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Some farmers of the Paris Basin. Nets are tied over the oxen’s mouths to prevent them from eating the crops. 
Ewing Galloway 


Visitors to Wheeler Farm go out for a hayride, above, in the crisp December air. Michelle Stephens, top right, looks out a window in one of the farm's historic houses. 
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Farmers in the valley used this method to build their hay 


stacks 


va 


he early 1910's. 
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